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And were unworthier found to serve or live
Than is the unworthiest of them, did not this
Make all theii own hearts hotter with desire
To be the bulwark or the price of yours
Paid to redeem it from the arrest of death.

Elizabeth. So haply should they, be whose hearts

beat true

With loyal blood: but whoso says they are
Is but a loving liar.

Damson.                I trust your grace

Hath in your own heart no such doubt of them
As speaks in mockery through your lips.

Elizabeth.                                               By God,

I say much less than righteous truth might speak
Of their loud loves that ring with emptiness,
And hollow-throated loyalties whose heart
Is wind and clamorous promise.   Ye desire,
With all your souls ye swear that ye desire
The queen of Scots were happily removed,
And not a knave that loves me will put hand
To the enterprise ye look for only of me
Who only would forbear it.

Davison.                            If your grace

Be minded yet it shall be done at all,
The way that were most honourable and just
Were safest, sure, and best

Elizabeth.                         I dreamt last night

Our murderess there in hold had tasted death
By execution of the sentence done
That was pronounced upon her; and the news